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Son of Mary Coming to 
Madonna House To Stay 


On December 8th, at the very beginning of the 
wonderful Marian year, an old dream of Friendship House 
— and of its foundress — will come true. 

Immaculate! Immaculate! 

The chapel built on faith, and with much love, will 
be officially blessed, and dedicated to the Immaculate 
Conception of Mary. And, after the first Mass on that feast 
of the Immaculate Conception, that glorious anniversary 
of the proclamation of the dogma of the Immaculate Con- 
ception, the privilege of feserving the Blessed Sacrament 


‘in the chapel will be ours. 

From then on, Christ will 
dwell with us. The Son of 
God in the home of His 
mother! 

We had hoped that Bishop 
W. J. Smith of Pembroke, 
our much loved Ordinary, 
would be the one to bless 
the chapel — since it was he 
who so graciously gave us 
the permission to build it. 
However, he will be unable 
to be present. 

He has delegated our pas- 
tor, Father “Pat” Dwyer, to 
carry out the ceremonies of 
blessing in his place. We are 
grateful for this also; for 
Father Pat is one of the 
dearest friends we have. 

The chapel was finished, 
and ready for its first con- 
gregation long before the 
date set: for its blessing; and 
we had been given permis- 
sion to have Mass said there 
every day. 

The first Mass was offered 
up on Oct. 18, as related in 
another column on _ this 
page, by the Most Rev. J. L. 
Coudert of the Yukon Terri- 
tory; and the Rev. Fr. John 
T. Callahan, of Rochester, 
N.Y., has offered the Sacri- 
fice most every day since 
then. 

God Bless Pius XII 

On Oct. 15th, the 23rd 
anniversary of the founding 
of the first Friendship House, 
the feast of St. Theresa of 
Avila, we received an altar 
stone sent by His Holiness 
Pope Piux XII. (It came just 
in time for tthe Bishop’s 
Mass! ) : 

Funds to pay for the build- 
ing and the maintenance of 
the chapel are still coming 
in. Our Lady has inspired 
many of her children to 
make great sacrifices so that 
everything might be ready 
for her beautiful feast day. 
Fixtures are coming in too. 
And altar linens, and vest- 
ments. And a couple of 
friends have donated a spec- 
ially-bound book in which 
the names of all the donors 
will be written down, a fine 
pook to keep close by the 
altar — where Our Lady can 
look into it as often as she 
likes. 

Our hearts are so full of 
love and gratitude that it 
is difficult for us to speak, 
or write, or act in any way 
like normal human beings. 
Is it always that way when 
one realizes that a dream — 
an impossibly glorious dream 
— is coming true? 


Our hearts offer unutter- 
able thanks to Mary, who 
owns and runs this house 
and all those in it; and to 
her Son (Who is actually 
coming to live with us!) and 
to all you who have helped 
us — and Our Lady of Com- 
bermere — to make the 
dream come true. 

We offer thanks to heaven 
and to you. And we invite 
you to come to Madonna 
House during this Marian 
year, to show her your love 
for her, here in’ her own 
home; and to adore her Son 


Now Ask Away 
So many visitors ask, “‘Are 
you a staff worker, or just a 


visitor like myself?” A com-| 


‘A Branch 


mon symbol, say a simple 
silver cross, could be used for 


the benefit of these people. | 
to know} 


If they wanted 
some thing, they could look 
for a boy or girl wearing the 
cross, and ask all the ques- 
tions they cared to. 

It was decided the cross 
should contain the words 
Pax and Caritas, the Latin 
for peace and charity — or 
love. We work for peace; 
universal peace; the peace 
of God and the peace of men. 
And we work to spread char- 
ity, or love, throughout the 
world; love of God, love of 
neighbor. 

“We can put the word Pax 
on the cross bar,” Louis 
Stoeckle said. “The word 
Caritas can come down from 
the top, and it can- use the 
A in Pax for its second let- 
ter. Look — I'll show you 
what I mean.” 





with us at daily Mass, and 
at various odd times during 
the rest of the day. 





Magnificat 
For Mary 


Matthew A. McKavitt 











You came into my room and 
from your lips 

Her song in Latin charmed 
the evening air. 

It was a benediction. Lightly 
trips ‘ 

The echo now in tones I 
found so fair. 

The spirit of that strarin so 
stirs the mind 

That I see you, dear Lady, 
radiant one, 

Who leads the way for lame, 
and ill, and blind, 

For whom at Fatima the sun 
was spun. 

Hail! Mary, full of grace! 
Queen of our hearts! 

Protector of our land! 
maculate! 

Inspire us with God’s knowl- 
edge in the arts, 

In crafts, in business, hus- 
bandry, and writ. 

Your canticle, O Handmaid 
of the Lord, 

Can join all nations in one 
grand accord. 


Im- 





Pax-Caritas 











Early this year the staff 
workers of Madonna House 
were discussing the advis- 
ability of designing some 
sort of emblem to be worn 
both by the men and the 
women — something that 
would show the wearer was 
a member of the Staff, some- 
thing easily distinguishable 
and something  pecularily 
distinctive. 
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He drew a sketch. It was 
approved. And sometime 
later the crosses were obtain- 
ed and given out. 

Still later a visiting priest 
picked up in our library a 
book, “The Good Duchess,” 
the biography of St. Joan of 
Valois, Queen of France, the 
foundress of the order of the 
Annunciation nuns, written 
by Ann M. C. Forster, and 
published by P. J. Kenedy & 
Sons. 

Don’t Ask How Come 

He turned the pages more 
or less idly, and came upon 
a reproduction of a “badge 
of St. Joan’s order of peace,” 
across bearing the words 
Caritas and Pax, the words 
arranged exactly as they are 
on those of the staff workers 
of Madonna House! 

St. Joan had designed 
that cross — or had had 
somebody design it for her— 
hundreds of years. before 
there was any idea of a Ma- 
donna House, or a Friend- 
ship House, or any sort of 
lay apostolate of Catholic 
Action. No staff worker had 
heard of the book, nor of St. 
Joan, at the time the second 
cross was designed. 


The saint’s “Order of 





(Continued on Page Three) 


Madonna House to Open 


In The Yukon 


Madonna House gratefully and joyously announces, 


in Canada. 


the vicariate apostolic. 
It’s Truly Rural 

It will begin to serve the 
people of the district—min- 
ers, prospectors, trappers, 
Indians, and others — some- 
time next April or May. Miss 
Mamie Legris, who taught in 
an Indian school a few years 
ago, before she became a 
staff worker in Madonna 
House, will be in charge of 
| the new venture. 

Mary House, blessed by a 
bishop of the Order of Mary 
Immaculate, and opening its 
blue door in Mary’s special 
year — the one hundredth 
anniversary of the promul- 
gation of the dogma of her 





Immaculate Conception 
cannot fail to bring the grace 


“of the Maiden Mother to all 


who come to it. 


Hail Mary, full of grace! 


His Excellency, Bishop 
Coudert, who had come east 
to attend a conference of 
Catholic bishops, visited Ma- 
donna House last October 
and remained as a guest for 
several days. 

On Oct. 18, the feast of 
St. Luke, a great reporter — 
and also “Mission Sunday” 
— he said Mass in our new 
chapel. Rev. Fr. John T. Cal- 
lahan assisted him. 

’ It was the first Mass said 
in the chapel. 

The bishop has been a mis- 
sionary for more than thirty 
years. He is dedicated to 
Mary Immaculate. The 
chapel is to be dedicated to 
her, under that same title, 
on the feast, of the Immacu- 
late Conception, Dec. 8. And 
all those who attended the 
Mass were Mary’s children, 
her slaves. All were lay 
apostles eager to go to the 
Yukon, or anywhere else, or 
to serve her here in Comber- 
mere, as lay missionaries — 
whatever her will for them 
might be. 

Our Lady of Combermere 

It was impossible to think 
that all these coincidences 
were “merely coincidences.” 
It was impossible not to see 
Our Lady’s motherly hand 
in them, her love, her tender- 
ness, her thoughtfulness, her 
power. 

Who, last May when the 
first spadeful of earth was 
dug for the foundation of 
the chapel structure — or 
even as late as October 15th, 
when the altar stone arrived 
—could have predicted that 
a bishop would come all the 
way from the Yukon, 4,000 
miles or so, to say the first 
Mass in the chapel? 











herewith, the opening of a new branch of its apostolate 


This unit, to be known as Mary House, is situated 
in White Horse, in Yukon Territory — where it never gets 
colder than 84 below zero and the snow never gets higher 
than 40 feet, except on the mountains — and is under the 
protection of the Most Rev. J. ; 


L. Coudert, O.M.I., bishop of 


Who would dared to have 
guess it would be a _ mis- 
sionary bishop saying the 
Mass on Mission Sunday? 
Who would even _ have 
thought it would be an 
Oblate of Mary Immaculate 
that would first bring Christ 
down into the chapel to be 
dedicated to the Immaculate 
Conception? 

Only Our Lady could have 
arranged all this. Only “Our 
Lady of Combermere.” Only 
“Our Lady of the Yukon.” 

A week or so after His Ex- 
cellency had departed, Ca- 
therine, “the B,” went into 
western and northwestern 
Canada on a lecture trip. 
She took the opportunity to 
visit White Horse, and there 
concluded arrangements for 
the opening of Mary House’s 
blue door next Spring. 

The staff workers and 
others at Madonna House 
listened entranced to the 
many stories of the North 
which the bishop told; and 
concluded that the life of a 
missionary is one of intense 
devotion, constant danger, 
continual hardships, and un- 
paralleled heroism. 

You Like Stories? 


One or two of those stories 
must be retold here, to give 
you some idea of the country 
Mary House will serve. 

“This time,’ the bishop 
said, “I was travelling with 
a priest I didn’t know very 
well. That is, I knew him, of 
course; but I had never tra- 
velled with him. You get to 
know people intimatély in 
the North, especially if you 
travel with them. And par- 
ticularly in winter. Some- 
times, on the trail, where 
there is no shelter and you 
have to stop, you clear away 
the snow, put down your 
blankets, get into your sleep- 
ing bags, and then fix the 
blankets above you and your 
fellow priest, or the guide. 
Then, on top of those blank- 
ets you put a blanket of 
dogs. It is surprising what 
heat those huskies give one 
through the arctic night. 
The snow falls and covers 
everybody and everything; 
but a man is warm, and he 
can breathe all right — 
once he gets used to breath- 
ing under all these strange 
blankets. 

“Well, the time I am 
speaking of was not winter. 
So we started our journey 
on horse back, this priest 
and I. At night we lit a fire, 
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WHERE LOVE IS— GOD IS 


The night was dark . . . as velvet is soft and 
dark and precious. The stars were diamonds and 
pearls upon the dark cloak of the night. 


And yet the light would not surrender to the 
night. It crouched or kneeled low at.its feet, and made 
a border on its darkness with the peaks of its silent 
alleulias. 


In splendor perfect, still, the lonely star that 
led the Holy Pilgrims stood watch over the cave that 
was a Stable against a hillside of Palestine. 


Inside the cow and the ox, stood, still as still- 
ness stands, and chewed their cuds in peace. The 
manger seemed to wait breathlessly with its load of 
golden straw. For Whom? For What? Did it know? 


The Woman lay exhausted, quiet, beneath the 
manger. The man stood leaning against a wall, lost 
in the labyrinth of his own thoughts. And then the 
Child, Who came to Her without pain — cried like all 
children of men do. 


And suddenly the stars went mad with joy, 
and danced and danced ... . and the light embraced 
the night and made it white with gladness. The angels 
tumbled down like firelights, singing ‘Gloria, Gloria” 
. .. until the air was filled with joy unbearable. And 
shepherds mute gazed enthralled, in ecstasies too big 
to measure or to tell, upon the sight of a heaven mad 
with joy! 


Alone, more recollected than a saint, the Star 
of Bethlehem stood still and worshipped in utter holy 
silence the Infant God, Who had made it at time’s 
dawn! 


Such was the night the Uncreated God took 
upon Himself the prison of our flesh . . . for love of us! 


And we? Do we love Him back .. . by making 
our flesh a transparency through which His Spirit 
shines and sheds the light upon all dark and loath- 
some corners of the earth? 


Do we love Him back . . . by making our souls 
a manger for His rest . . . a garden for His delight? 
Weary and tired .. . lonely and hungry .. ..He seeks 
manger and garden in each of us! His disguises are 
thousands, for He is in everyone! 


“Have we the star of love in our eyes to guide 
them home to Him Who waits within our souls? 


Do we love Him back .. . in service and humility 
to all those who need us? He said “HE HAD COME 
TO SERVE.” What of us? 


Tinsel and gifts .. . laughter and food. . 
songs and wine. These we have plenty of at Christmas 
time. 


Are we ourselves bread and wine at Christmas 
time? Ready to be eaten up by all the hungry and 
thirsty of the world? Are we the grains of wheat that 
died by being crushed into flour and baked into 
bread? Are we the grapes that died to self even as 
the grain of wheat — and, going through the wine 
press — became good wine? 

That is the question we have to ask ourselves 
this December . . . the month of Christmas .. . of the 
Incarnation . . . of the Christ Child who lies there and 
begs us to be His — all His. For these are the times of 
the Absolute all or nothing at all... Christ’s or 
Satan’s. No in between — for the tepid He will vomit 
out of His mouth. 


What shall it be — for you and me? ARE WE 
ON OUR WAY TO BETHLEHEM OR AWAY 
FROM IT. 

CATHOLICS, THIS IS THE TIME TO ANSWER. 
NOW. QUO VADIS? 


-_ 


— << 


= 





ay 
S47 











The girl who attends our 
library came to me a_ few 
days ago with an armful of 
books, some in handsome 
cloth covers, some in fam- 
boyant paper. 

“These came in a dona- 
tion,” she said. “I suspect 
some may not be too good. 
Would you mind looking 
through them?” 

Like Caesar’s Wife 

Madonna House must be 
more than careful about the 
books it buys, or accepts 
from donors. The literature 
it sends throughout Canada 
by mail, or keeps on _ its 
shelves for the benefit of the 
people in Combermere, must 
be above suspicion. 

Part of our apostolate is 
to send the word of God 
wherever we may do so. One 
of the best ways of doing 
this is by placing the works 
of decent authors, Catholics 
or non-Catholics, in the 
hands of our readers, and by 
keeping away from them the 
books we find dull, depress- 
ing, banal, erroneous, or 
filthy. 

I am not like President 
Eisenhower. I do believe in 
burning books. I believe in 
burning every book that 
might mislead, bore, or de- 
press the readers who depend 
on Madonna House; and, of 
course, every book that 
abuses the name of God, and 
every one that contains 
smutty words or lines, sneers 
at the Church, or propagan- 
da for atheism, red revolu- 
tion, or general anarchy. 

Here We Burn Them 

I do not advocate that all 
such books be burned where- 
ever found. But I do insist 
they be burned if they get 
inside the doors of Madonna 
House. 

To burn them is to keep 
them from biting, poisoning, 
crippling, intoxicating, or 
otherwise harming those we 
serve. Strange as it may 
seem, some books have a 
worse bite than any mad 
dog; some have a more 
subtle poison than any 
known to toxicologists; and 
some have germs that will 
rot or destroy the mind and 
heart more surely than can- 
cer or leprosy eats up the 
body. 

There is no way we can 
Pe anybody from buying 
all the silly, stupid, or porno- 
graphic books he _ wants. 
There is no way we can keep 
people from borrowing such 
books. But we can, and do, 
take precautions to see they 
do not get these books 
through us. 

One good thing about a 
suspected book is that you 
don’t have to read it through 
to find out if it is good, bad, 
or indifferent. A casual 
glance here and there, as 
you turn the pages, will give 
you all the information you 
need — just as a sniff at the 
things left by the grocer or 
the butcher will tell you 
whether they are fit to serve 
the family. 

The Garbage Can? 

If the meat is rotten you 
can send it back, or throw it 
into the proper’ receptacle. 
But you can’t do that with 
a book. In order to keep some 
friend from reading it—and 
getting spiritual or intellect- 
ual cramps — you throw it 
into a blazing fire. 

It is best to tear the thing 
apart first. It burns better. 
It burns completely. 

One thinks strange 
thoughts, watching books 
reduced to ashes. It ig almost 
as sad as watching some 
living thing die, some favor- 














ite plant, some pet white 





FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 








mouse or hamster. And _ it 
makes you remember that 
men die too as well as ‘the 
books they write and sell to 
other men. 

Sometimes the flames light 
up an author’s name in the 
blackening torn pages in 
the wire basket where the 
trash is burned. Sometimes 
it throws into prominence 
some blasphemy he has writ- 
ten, some stupidity, some 
vulgarity, some unforgivable 
obscenity. Sometimes, and 
perhaps for the first time, 
one has to read the lying ads 
on the burning dust jacket— 
“Among the best books writ- 
ten in the past fifty years.” 
Words to that effect. Words 
swelling with pride before 
they crumble into dust and 
ashes! 





I Took A Look 


I looked through the books 
given me by the librarian. 
Here was the name of the 
Son of God, used to express 
not reverence nor love, nor 
awe, but a man’s’ intense 
anger and vexation! There 
it was again, this time used 
to convey a feeling of ridi- 
cule. 

Here was a sentence meant 
to be funny, which was 


what some _ authors 
“realism.” This is what some 
highbrow book | reviewers 
refer to as “delightful natur- 
alness.”” (So many reviewers 
break out little flags of 
triumph every time they get 
a book with new dirty words 
in it, new dirty ideas, new 
despicable and degenerate 
characters. The gutter and 
the pavement have as much 
attraction for them as it has 
for the hungry sparrows.) 
Beware. Typhoid! 

Here was some maudlin 
poetry trying to make lust 
look like honest love. Here 
was some conversation a 
decent man or woman would 
not stop to overhear. 

Some books I didn’t even 
have to open. I had only to 
look at the author’s name 
to know the volume should 
be burnt. Some _ authors’ 
names are their own quar- 
antine signs. 

It’s a job I detest, this 

eeking into _ suspicious 
ooks; but it’s essential that 
the job be done every so 
often. We buy, books every 
year. We spend $800 to $1,000 
for new books. These we 
know are good. Only those 
that are donated to us are 
put on the suspected list. 


All these are sent us _ by 
Catholics. Or so it seems. It 
is surprising what a fright- 
ful percentage of them are 
not fit to circulate in any 
Catholic library! 

The books burn fiercely in 
the wind, and now and then 
a shower of black ashes rises, 
and dirties the snow all a- 
round. : 
Even in death these books 





merely suggestive. This. is, 
call’ 








The B’s Corner 


Trains ... planes... cars 
... distances that make*no 
sense, their immensity a 
meditation on eternity .. . 
plains that stretch beautiful 
and flat with a seemingly 
limitless horizon . . . houses 
that look like toy doll houses, 
pin point of light under a 
dark yet starry night ‘ 
dense tree belts standing like 
sentinels of the plains, or 
like guides leading one to 
towering mountains, firs 
and maples making impene- 
trable walls ... and then the 
mountains that lead the 
mind, like Gothic cathedrals, 
up to God! 

Hunger For God 

These are nothing com- 
pared to the realms of souls 
that a lecturer meets while 
traversing the immensity 
and variety of Canada’s 
west. From them the hunger 
of men for God mounts and 
mounts. It could flood the 
vast limitless prairies, drown 
the vigilant tree ranks, cover 
the towering mountains, 
deluge the world. 

Everywhere I find a new 
awareness, a new interest in 
religion, and often — so very 
often — a crying hunger for 
God and the things of God. 

Names mean little, places 
less. They come to me like 
fast-moving scenes glimpsed 
through a train window... 
but O ever more lasting! 
Corval, for instance. A tiny 
village, tidy and nice, lost in 
the surrounding prairies... 
St. Joseph’s church . . . noth- 
ing much architecturally yet 
filled with a strange beauty. 
|The inscription over the 
altar brings that beauty 
nearer. “What does it profit 
‘a man if he gain the whole 
tes and lose his soul?” 








It reminds one of the holy 
priest, Father Anton Poirier 
,who put it there, who died 
on a pilgrimage in the Holy 
Year, one of many priests 
killed in the crash of a plane. 
Something here brings him 
back to life, a priest in an 
old-fashioned Ford, a pastor 
tirelessly driving through 
the prairie, through snow, 
through gumbo, through 
blinding dust. He has gone, 
but there are footprints 
everywhere around here. 
Whose? A man’s? A priest’s? 
Christ’s? 

, Litany of Names 

We stop a fraction of time 
in Corval, then hurry on. 

I speak in Gravelbourg, in 
Regina, Moose Jaw, Winni- 
peg, St. Boniface, Edmon- 
ton ... on and on. The lit- 
any of names grows larger 
. .. and so does the hunger 
of men for God . . . I choke 
in it . . . I am encompassed 
by it... and my heart sings 
an alleluia! 

Yet there are unshed tears 
in my soul. Who will fill that 
hunger? Far and few the 
priests in the prairies and 
forests and mountains of our 
west. Lay Catholic Action is 
just beginning in some 
places. In others it is just 
growing up. In still others 
it is non existent. 

How to bridge the gaps? 
How to bring Christ to.men 
as He should be brought? 

We live in strange times 
. . . boom times. Prosperity 
fills the west — and in its 
wake has come much idol- 
worshipping. Secularism and 
materialism engulf ‘many 
souls. The mad rush for 
pleasure and goods has be- 
come a macabre dance. Yet 
men are not truly happy. 
They seek and seek. Who 
will guide them to the Source 
of all peace and happiness, 
to Christ the Lord? 





spread smut! . 
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The 
Fifth Station 


By Catherine 











The wood ° 
Was cool, 

But with each 
Step, the cold 
Of it 

Got heavier 
Than all 

The frozen 
Rivers, 

Lakes, 

And seas. 


For it held 
Within 

Its substance, 
The weight 
Of sin. 


And sin, 
Like hell, 
Is cold; 

As all dead 
Things 
Are. 

Heavy 
Beyond all 
Heaviness 
Ever borne 
By man. 
Its cold 
Burned 
Into His 
Flesh 

As extreme 
Cold 

Is wont to do. 


The weight 
Of sin 
Crushed 
Him, 

And threw Him, 
Staggering, 
Unto the ground 
Impatient 
To be done 
With the 
Execution, 
The soldiers 
Dragged in 
A passerby, 
Simon 

Of Cyrene. 
Unwilling, 
Angry, 

He complied 
Because 

He had to; 
Shouldering 
In hidden 
Rage 

The gibbet 
Cruciform. 


It did not weigh 
An ounce. 
Yet from it 
Flowed 
A fire 
Of love 
And _ benediction 
That filled 
The man 
With singing 
Joy. 
He lifted up 
His eyes 
And met 
The eyes 
Of Christ. 
And knew 

* The ecstasy 
Of understanding 
And of 
Utter, 
Complete 
Surrender 
To-Love 
Incarnate. 


The wood was 
Light 
And cool 
Again; 
Having yielded up 
Its secret. 

_———$ ee 


MADONNA HOUSE TO 





(Continued from Page One) 
ate, said our prayers, made 
camp, and went to sleep. I 
awoke to find the priest 
sitting astride of me— right 
on my stomach, and as you 
see, it is not a very small 
stomach. And he was dig- 
ging his knees into my sides, 
and shaking my shoulders 
with his hands! 


Good Old Dobbin! 

“When I wakened him he 
was overcome with embar- 
rassment. He explained, he 
was living over, in a dream, 
some of our horseback riding 
of that day. I seemed to him 
to be nothing but a stubborn 
horse, who wouldn’t go, no 
matter how hard he kicked, 
nor how many times he beat 
me around the neck or 
shoulders with the reins. 

“The next night I was not 
quite sure I ought to go to 
sleep. We had spent part of 
the day with Indians who 
had killed a number of cari- 
bous. I suppose I was won- 
dering just what effect, if 
any, that would have on the 
priest’s dreaming. I was not 
too surprised, therefore, 
when I saw him get up, seize 
a skinning knife, and start 
in my direction. Sure enough 
he was going to skin me, as 
he had helped the Indians 
skin those caribous. I don’t 
know which was the more 
relieved when I woke him up 
and he dropped the knife— 
he or I. Yes, you get to know 
men well, in the North, tra- 
velling with them.” 

There were stories of 
hunger and great privations; 
of supplies of fish spoiling 
during mild weather, and 
having to be eaten just the 
same, because there was 
nothing else to eat; of brok- 
en backs and frozen feet; of 
accidents and sudden 
deaths .... 

Not A Tame Life 

“My predecessor, a vener- 
able old man, a_ bishop 
seventy years old, had to 
make a canoe trip with a 
priest and an Indian guide. 
En route, the priest decided 
he could dispense with the 
services of the guide, and 
thus save a little money. He 
could find the way without 
a guide, he assured the 
bishop. He was certain he 
knew the river well enough. 
And perhaps he did. 

“Two days after they had 
left the guide with his tribe, 
however, a queer accident 
happened. The canoe was 
loaded with supplies. The 
bishop sat in the prow. 

“The priest stayed in the 
rear, to take care of the out- 
board motor. The goods were 
piled between them, in the 
center of the craft. As they 
came toward a dangerous 
part of the river, where a 
turbulent mountain stream 
came running down to make 
a sort of rapids, the priest 
swung the canoe wide, and 
headed toward some sweep- 
ers. 

“Sweepers are low-hanging 
branches extending out over 
the water, and a boatman 
must always be careful of 
them. The bishop saw his 
danger in time, but before 
he could cry out, or turn 
and warn the priest, the 
boat had struck a_ stout 
branch and had overturned. 

A Sudden Death 


“Almost before he knew 
what had happened _ the 
bishop had grasped the out- 
thrust branch and gone a- 
shore. He didn’t even get 
wet. . 

Evidently the priest hadn’t 
seen the sweepers at all. Per- 
haps he had been bending 
over the motor. At any rate 
he was thrown overboard 
and was carried away by 
the current. 

“The bishop found himself 
alone in the _ wilderness, 
under a tree, his companion 
drowned, and all the supplies 
lost. It would be impossible 
for him to go back overland. 
He realized that. And it 
would also be impossible to 
go anywnere else. The bush 
was too thick for any sort 
of travel. 





“Ther2 was nothing the 


bishop could do but stay 
where he was, and pray. He 
had no food. He had no 
shelter. He had little hope 
of rescue. Traffic on that 
river was infrequent. 

The Immaculate Heart 


“Fortunately, however, a 
trapper did come down that 
river two days later; and the 
bishop was able to get his 
attention. The trapper gave 
the poor old man something 
to eat, and brought him to 
the Indian encampment 
where the guide had been 
left. 


“Then a search was made 
for the body of the priest. It 
was ten days before they 
found any clue to its where- 
abouts. Just as they were 
going to abandon the search, 
one of the Indians saw a 
small white spot on the river 
bank. It was a few miles 
downstream. They drifted 
toward it, and the _ bishop 
identified it as a picture of 
the Immaculate Heart of 
Mary. It had been in the 
supplies lost from the canoe. 

It had been destined for 
the small mission chapel 
they intended to visit. 

“The bishop lifted the pic- 
ture reverently from the 
water’s edge. And there, just 
below it, he saw the body’ of 
the priest!” 


oO 





PAX-CARITAS 





(Continued from Page One) 
Peace,” according to Miss 
Forster, was established as 
a result of a eonversation 
she had with Our Lady. 
Three things delighted the 
mother of God, St. Joan was 
told. One was to look at 
Jesus and to hear him speak. 
His favorite word was 
“Peace.’”’ Another was to con- 
template His passion, the 
wounds He suffered and the 
terrible death He died for 
love of us. (There was cari- 
tas indeed!) And her third 
delight was to hear Mass 
and receive Communion. 

Imagine Our Lady on her 
knees, watching St. John as 
he turned bread and wine 
into the Body and Blood of 
Christ, her Son. Imagine her 
as that Body and Blood was 
given her from the chalice! 

Peace and love! 

For Them And Us 


The Order of Peace was 
meant for Catholics of all 
ranks, for lay people as well 
as for religious. One belong- 
ing to it was supposed to 
hear Mass every day, to re- 
ceive the Sacraments bdften, 
to honor them always, to 
mediate constantly on the 
passion and death of Christ 
— the proof of His love — 
to cultivate peace, to love 
one’s neighbor. 

All this might have been 
written for the staff workers 
of Madonna House especially 
— boys and girls who live in 
voluntary poverty, in  obe- 
dience, and in love of God 
and neighbor; who do every- 
thing they can to honor the 
Sacraments, to spread the 
word of God, to promote 
peace, and to establish jus- 
tice and mercy and real 
charity on the earth; and 
who have given up _ every- 
thing to follow Christ, each 
carrying a shining cross to— 
wherever it may lead. 

The object of these follow- 
ers of St. Joan, it seems, was 
“to bring peace to a world 
distracted with war, in 
which the charity of Christ 
was growing cold. It was to 
grow colder still. In _ their 
own day ...a movement was 
to be set on foot to cast down 
Mary from her throne. Her 
shrines, adorned by the piety 
of generations, were to be 





sacked and looted, her im- 
ages hacked -to pieces or 


/ 


burnt, her name removed 
from liturgies. If: she were 
remembered at all, it would 
be as some necessary acci- 
dent, of little more import- 
ance than the ass or the ox 
that shared the stable with 
her . . . AS surely as it is 
impossible to have a baby 
without a mother, so, for- 
getting the mother, men also 
forget the Child, the Re- 
deemer of the world.” 


Is it a coincidence that our 
crosses are identical with 
those worn by the friends of 
the tragic queen? Is it a 
coincidence that all the staff 
workers of Madonna House 
should be slaves of Mary, 
champions of Mary, lovers 
of Mary, boys and girls striv- 
ing in every way to make 
Mary better known through 
the world? Is it a_ coinci- 
dence that our world should 
be threatened by the same 
fate that overtook theirs? Or 
can you see the hand of 
Mary here too? 

- — — Oo -_ ——s 


THE B’S CORNER 


(Continued from Page Two) 
Listen And Heed 

We live in apocalyptic 
times. Young people of the 
east, west, south and north 
of Canada... arise and 
come ... to serve the Lord 

. in tiny hidden parishes, 
lost in an_ everchanging 
prairie . . . in dense forests 
that at times shut out the 
light of day . . . in peaked 
mountains, and amid jagged 
rocks. Find the divine ad- 
venture that is waiting for 
you. 


Arise and come. Men 
hunger for God as_ they 
never hungered before, and 
unless you give them the 
waters of life and the bread 
of truth . . . they will lose 
their way . . . and wander 
after a thousand false idols. 

THIS IS THE ACCEPT- 
ABLE TIME, YOUTH OF 
CANADA! THE HARVEST 
IS RIPE ... AND OH HOW 
FEW THE HARVESTERS! 

And you, young people of 
both sexes, whither are, you 
bound? Many already are 
the Lay Apostles of Catholic 

the Secular Insti- 


you thought of becoming lay 
apostles? Think about it. 
Inform yourselves. Find out 
how you can serve as_ the 
hands, eyes, and ears of 
priests, and multiply much 
of their apostolate. 

In a little prairie farm I 
listened to men and women 
who would have graced any 


platform in Canada. Well 
read . . . well grounded in 
the faith . . . zealous and 


eager ... they were waiting 
only for an opportunity to 
be harnessed in some team 
of the Church. 


Immense is this beautiful 
land ‘ immense and 
hungry for the things of the 
Spirit. And we whom God 
in His infinite mercy spared 
from physical destruction . . 
who hold the breadbasket of 
the world . . . must become 
its spiritual leaders. Un- 
hampered by hunger and 
poverty, ruins or destitution, 
we can and must give to God 
our time and our lives. Hav- 
ing received from His hands 
so much . . . we must make 
use of it. 

We must fill our own 
hunger for Him first, and 
then that of others. The 
breadbasket of the world 
should become also’ the 
cradle of vocations. 

Christmas is nigh .. . the 
Lord is coming .. . let us 
become his heralders 
through our prairies and 
dales, our mountains and 
valleys, our forests and fields 


ang 
utes, that need you. Have}. . 





Through The 


Blue Door... 
By 
Catherine de Hueck 











His shoulders were thin, 
and hunched, like those of a 
man who never had a really 
warm coat to shield him 
against biting cold winds 
and therefore tries to make 
himself narrow, so that there 
would be less of him to whip. 

Blind Seeing Eyes 

His face was long, thin 
and sort of transparent. His 
eyes held nothing, and that 
nothing was terrible to be- 
hold. He was like a blind 
man who had sight. Empti- 
ness with endless frighten- 
ing depths, could be found 
in his eyes if you looked long 
enough into them — but few 
bothered to do that. 


He made his way to the 
Quebec heater in the middle 
of our big room. Taking off 
his hat, he twisted it absent- 
mindedly in his hands which 
were extended toward the 
pleasant heat of a_ strong 
fire. 

Men looked up from a 
game of cards. Others from 
magazines or papers. All sort 
of nodded and smiled pleas- 
antly. He did not seem to 
notice, just stood there, 
twisting his hat, hunching 
his thin shoulders, warming 
himself. Those empty eyes, 
slowly made the round of 
everything and everyone... 
and saw nothing! 

I got up and made my way 
to the man. I asked if he 
were hungry. He nodded, as 
if he were too tired to 
speak. I led him to the back 
room, our kitchen, placed 
food before him. He sat 
down. He ate wolfishly, as a 
man who needed food des- 
perately. 

Empty Eyes Fill 

Then sudednly he ag 
with deep racking sobs that 
were held within him like a 
dam, about to break, holds 
the rushing waters. 

I sat still... and the pain 
of Christ encompassed me 
. as it had for years for 
thousands like him had en- 
tered the Blue Door... and 
brought His pain unto me 
... unto us that we 
might take it away from 
them . . « take it unto our- 
selves! That is what loving 
one’s neighbor really means 
. . . becoming the bearer of 
his cross of pain, sorrows, 
needs. 

Suddenly, just as suddenly 
as he started to cry, he be- 
gan to speak. The story he 
told was simple, sordid, and 
old. Yet it was poignant, new 
and full of pain .. . for when 
it is attached to a human 


being it is always that way. 
(Continued on Page Four) 





O, Lord, 
your Word 
is the light 

of my 








... and through the rest of 
the world! 
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~. THROUGH THE. BLUE 


(Continued from Page Three) 
Only objectively can it be 
called “old .... sordid... 
simple.” 

He had married .. . too 
young. She became preg- 
nant. He got frightened of 
the poverty all around them. 
He abandoned her. That was 
six months ago. Then he 
could not live with himself. 
He went back because she 
was alone, defenceless, 
young. And all around about 
was the big depression. No 
jobs. Besides, he was too 
late! She had vanished, and 
left no traces, at least none 
he could follow. 

He did not care after that 
.. . he became a sort of a 
bum... riding the rails... 
but always in search of her. 
That was it .. . in search of 
his abandoned wife and 
child. The baby should by 
now be several weeks old. 

On Christmas Eve 

Where was she? Where 
were they this Christmas 
eve, the feast of babies and 
mothers? 

He lay slumped there, his 
head amid pieces of bread 
and peanut butter, the up- 
set bowl of soup trickling its 
contents onto his thin over- 
coat, his clenched thin 
hands. 

A naked heart is,hard to 
look at ...I left him for a 
while, saw him later warm- 
ing himself by the stove a- 
gain... dry-eyed, quiet. 

Slowly the place emptied 
itself. It was Christmas Eve. 
One by one the tired, the 
weary, the young and the 
old, all poor and destitute . . 
and those who had become 
poor for love of them... 
were going to Midnight 
Mass in a nearby church. 

The young man with the 
empty eyes did not move. So 
I decided to stay and share 
his loneliness, his emptiness. 
There was always the morn- 
ing Mass to go to. 

_A strange hushed quiet 
settled upon us. I put out 
most of the lights, and put 
on the lights of the big 
Christmas tree that stood by 
our large window. 

The place looked then a 
little like a chapel, with its 
vigil, and Christmas lights. 
Then I lit the lonely candle 
in the other window—a wel- 
come to wayfarers — accord- 
ing to the customs of my far- 
away country. 

Noel! Noel! Noel! 

Still the young man did 
not move. Slowly I began my 
Rosary. What else could I 
do, before the silent drama 
of a man’s soul on this holy 
night, but pray? 

The snow was falling fast. 
Hurrying passersby were but 
shadows outside the warm 
circle of our big room. With- 
out warning the door open- 
ed. A woman with a baby 
wrapped in a shawl stood 
framed in it like a picture, 
snow flakes melting quickly 
in the heat. 

I stood up to greet her. 
But the young man was 
quicker. He had turned his 
face, and seen her. He almost 


jumped the space that separ- 
ated them. She was in his 
arms. He was repeating a 
woman’s name. The child 
cried. Then was silent. 

The Virgin with the vigil 
light flickering on Her face 
seemed to come alive. The 
silence was deep. Then the 
bells of the Church nearby 
rang out their glad song of 
alelluias. 

He had found her whom 
his heart was seeking. I 
gently closed the blue door 
she had left open and went 
into the kitchen to finish my 
Rosary. 











Dear St. Nick! 


Dear St. Nicholas: You 
whom the Christ Child sends 
on earth to bring His joy to 
all men of good will; You, 
who are the distributor of all 
His other gifts; will you help 
us to get the gift of knowl- 
edge that will lead us to love 
God ever more? 

And will you open the 
hearts of the friends of the 
Infant Christ — to subscribe 
for us, and all those who 
come to us in search of holy 
knowledge, to the following 
magazines? 

e AMERICA, 

COMMONWEAL, 

AVE MARIA, 

ST. ANTHONY’S MES- 
SENGER, 

THE CANADIAN AND 
AMERICAN SACRED 
HEART MESSENGERS, 

THE CATHOLIC MIND, 

CROSS CURRENTS, 

INTEGRITY, 

BLACKFRIARS, 

(Oxford, England), 
THE LIFE OF THE 

SPIRIT (same address 

as Blackfriars), 

ENSIGN 

MARIA, 

THE SIGN, 

CATHOLIC DIGEST 

FAMILY DIGEST, 

OUR LADY’S DIGEST, 

THE LAMP, 

THEOLOGICAL DIGEST, 

THE PRIEST, 

EMMANUEL, 

AND ANY OTHER MAGA- 

ZINES YOUR FRIENDS, 

WHO ARE OURS, WOULD 

WISH TO SEND US. 

Many will read _ them. 
Many will know God better 
through them. Many will 
learn to love and serve him 
better ... PLEASE, ST. 
NICHOLAS! Thank you. 


For 
Better Preaching 

















The Crusaders for More 
Fruitful Preaching and 
Hearing of the Word of God 
have just published extracts 
from the _ Encyclical by 
BLESSED PIUS X called 
“Acerbo Nimis.” This four- 
page pamphlet bears the 
foreword of Cardinal juseph 
Pizzardo, head of the Con- 
gregation of Seminaries in 
Rome, in which His Emin- 
ence expresses the ardent 





prayer that the “fervent ex- 


hortation of Blessed Pius X 
may be better known to all 
American Catholics.” The 
pamphlet emphasizes the 
impressive words of Blessed 
Pius on preaching on Sun- 
days and solemn Feast Days, 
as well as the vital import- 
ance of careful study and 
preparation for preaching. 
It will be of special interest 
to priests and seminarians. 
The pamphlet will be sent 
free of charge to those who 
write to THE CRUSADERS, 
208 Crest Road, Ridgewood, 
New Jersey. 


HAT 








COMBE 








Gazing at the clear white 
snow here in the country, 
one is reminded of the Im- 
maculate Conception of our 
Lady, whose feast day takes 
place on the eighth of this 
month. How different is the 
snow here which remains 
white and pure, from that 
of the city, which takes on 
a grayish hue, almost before 


it has fallen. 
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who hast woven 
maidenhood 


with 


motherhood 





Christmas 


Communion 
By Mary Ruth 











The stars hang low above the 
world 
This Holy Night. 
As though in Benediction 
furled, 
One lone Star bright 
Keeps vigil o’er a_ sinful 
world. 
An Infant’s Cry, 
Heralds Redemptions happy 
dawn; 
On High 
The Office of His Birth they 
chant 
In angel tongue. 
Upon a-Babe in swaddling 
clothes 
A world of sin is hung. 
A wee, pink Hand reached 
out to bless; 
My vision blurs. 
A thousand doors close in 
my face; 
The night wind stirs. 
Up, up the staircase of that 
Star 
Love beckoned me; 
My finite tongue now cush- 
ions 
All Infinity. 
In reverence hushed beside 
me here 
The angels wait. 
O, lull Him softly now to 
sleep. 
It’s getting late. 


Pews are a Stable, candles 
stars; 
I vigil keep. 
Within my heart a little 
King 





Lies fast asleep! 





okathistos hymn 


White as White Snow 

Our Lady’s soul, pure at 
the moment of its concept- 
ion and throughout life as 
against our souls which are 
tarnished before their arri- 
val on earth and soiled by 
the dust and fumes of sin 
during their stay here! 

This is also the month of 
the coming of The Infant. 
How much we owe Him, for 
entering this world and 
cleansing the snow of our 
souls by His life and death. 

Advent, our joyful and 
solemn period of waiting, has 
found us daily reading the 
liturgical prayers of Advent, 
and of course the usual 
wreath with candles is hang- 
ing over the dining room 
table. As a mother prepares 
with sober joy for the birth 
of her child, knitting little 
sweaters and bootees, and 
sewing night shirts and 
dresses, we at Madonna 
House prepare for the com- 
ing of Mary’s Son. 

Our Christmas party must 
be held for the children of 
this and other parishes, so 
toys and clothing are being 
gathered and sorted. Cook- 
ing and baking must be done 
to have all in readiness for 
our Christmas guests. A- 
mong these guests we are ex- 
pecking a seminarian who 
ives too far from home to be 
able to get there for Christ- 
mas. There will be others 
like him and friends and 
relatives to help us adore 
the new born Babe. 

The House of God 

In the hush of expectancy 
over the dedication of our 
chapel that is permeating 
the atmosphere, 9 reverent 


By Dorothy M. Phillips 
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awe is making itself felt. The 
words of the Introit of the 
dedication of a church take 
on a new significance. 

“Terrible is this place: it 
is the house of God, and the 
gate of heaven; and shall be 
called the court of God. How 
lovely are Thy tabernacles, 
O Lord of hosts! my _ soul 
longeth and fainteth for the 
courts of the Lord.” 


Please pray for us, as our 
responsibilities toward God 
and man have become deep- 
er with His coming. Pray for 
us that we may always keep 
the tabernacles of our souls 
a place of rest and comfort 
for Him — white as_ the 
driven snow. 





You Can 
Change The World 











You can change the world 
for the better, 

Or you can leave the world 
to its fate. 

You can sow the seeds of 
endeavor, 

To spread love where others 
spread hate. 


While others may curse the 
darkness, 

Light just one little candle, 
you should 

Be not overcome by evil, 

But overcome evil by good. 


Don’t hide your light under 
a bushel, 

Do let your light shine be- 
fore men. 

For your ‘talents will grow as 
you share them, 

Many times over again. 


If you love your neighbor as 
yourself, 

If you practice the Golden 
Rule, 

God’s law and order will be 

‘ restored, 

Chaos will be ridiculed. 


Yes, your life is really worth 
living, 

If you dedicate it to God, 

And to reaching as many of 
His creatures 

As you can while upon His 
sod. 
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